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telephone   calls   and   telegrams   are   "heavily
delayed55.

At the headquarters of a peace-organisation
where I often work, I find one of my colleagues
distressed because the parents of a friend are
air-raid casualties in a Yorkshire coast town.

"Denis's mother was killed, and his father had
his arm blown off/5 he tells me sadly. "The
Nazi machine was brought down, and when
Denis went to see his mother in the mortuary,
her body was lying beside the bodies of the four
German airmen who had bombed her house.55

When the disturbed morning has ended, and a
second afternoon warning is over with one of
the hottest days of this grimly beautiful summer,
London looks up in the late evening to a perfect
pale blue sky, with feathery drifts of cloud sweeping
like celestial brooms across the peaceful heavens
from which death and disaster so incongruously
descend. To my now preoccupied imagination,
the rooks flying home resemble miniature black
bombers, strangely menacing in their flight.
But away to the west, a luminous cirrus-cloud
formation takes on the appearance of a distant
seashore with snow-white sands, where tired
humanity, wearied of the terrible futility of
destruction, may rest at last. Perhaps, I reflect,
that placid evening sky after hours of battle is
symbolic of the life of my generation. Perhaps,
when the too eventful days of our years have
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